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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
WINGS OF SPRING 

THE MARVEL 

Up on the hill where trees were bare 
I saw her go the first spring dawn. 

The thrushes came while she was there 
And sang when she had gone. 

I looked at noon, and saw how light 

Had crept into the apple row. 
"The hill," I said, "will soon be white 

With April apple snow." 

So I was sure that I had learned 
Why thrushes sang where she went by — 

Yet on the day that she returned 
The leaves began to die. 



MARGOT 

Dear one, I cannot tell you in a word 

How sweet I think you are, for you are gone — 

Gone like a lovely song that I have heard, 

But never learned, from ne\v-!eaved woods at dawn. 

I think of fluting from a distant hill 

Blown in the spring by some light shepherd boy, 
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Startling the winds and making birds be still; 
And in my soul awakes a sudden joy — 
A joy that rising to my lips must die 
With such pain as the night feels when afar 
Day's silver fingers slip along the sky 
And tremble up to take a fainting star. 
You are the memory that a dream awakes 
Like dwindling music that an echo makes. 



SPARROW 

O bird on the wire, 

What is the world to you? 

No vast place of unseen pressing things 

Designed by hidden gods ; 

Just light, and warmth, 

And air to beat vour wings upon ! 



Sparkling in the sun, 
Where you are fluttering- 
Is that vour heaven? 



George O'Neil 



[75] 



